fortable thing to do if one's time and occupations are well regulated. Little pleasures brighten one's life ; a cup of coffee makes me happy for two hours.
Dear Ninette (Virginie) what say you of the spring ? Is not your artist soul ravished ? I never tire of admiring the sky and the trees in the sunshine after the rain. I think I might have been a landscape painter. It seems to me that everthing may lend itself to a picture. The commonest places become splendid in certain lights. Just now, as I was walking home, I saw a hideous, stony, tortuous and deserted street, peopled with cold, decent, dull, middle-class houses. It was cut in two by the light; one half of the sky, black and coppery, threw a part of it into darkness, with a metallic reflection, and the rest of it shone in the purest sunlight.
The sun is a great artist; I understand that men like Rembrandt should have spent their lives in the love of lights and shades. Great masses of simple colour have a soul, and it makes one happy to look at them.
I am going to the Confirmation to-morrow (by order !). The Bishop is giving it to the boys in the College ; he is said to be eloquent; perhaps I shall enjoy it. One of my pupils (I have chosen the one who gets highest marks at the religious lectures) will address him in a short speech, which I have corrected and made as brief and as simple as I could. Just fancy, the Chaplain wanted me to write a French or Latin ode with my own hand, and to put it in the mouth of one of my young starlings ! You can
225                             Qem say as much if they can."
